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can't be spelt Ly no teacher, nor taught by no teacher. Twere
Mad Bet who told I that Glaston were a person and I arst Holy
Sam if such 'un were, and 'a said, cSure-Zie, girlie, sure-Zie. Glas-
ton be the 'Ooman of Sorrows what holds Christ in lap!'" The
children passed on, out of the gloomy triumvir's hearing; but,
though anything save superstitious, the young lawyer from Les
Isles Lointaines found it hard not to regard Morgan Nelly's curi-
ous remark as a significant omen. He gazed down the street at
the massive, pinnacled tower of St. John's. It was certainly a
peculiar day for lights and shadows! A soft, elusive, fluctuating
radiance that seemed contained within a delicate sub-aqueous
vapour, at once faintly rose-tinged and faintly greenish, hovered
like the submerged lamp of a drowned ship, over the roofs and
masonry of the ancient town.
Glastonbury a person? Well, perhaps, after all, that was the
solution of their troubles! These old, obstinate, irrational indi-
genes of the place understood this wayward and mysterious Per-
sonality better than any philosophical triumvirate could do, and
had expressed their feeling through the mouth of this wild-
eyed child!
But if this was the solution, was not he, the man from Malory's
Surluse, nearer to the secret than the rest? Or was it, after all,
a mistake to make even the wilfulness and the irrationality of
Persons into a principle and a doctrine? Was old Geard, in the
long run, the one who was the wisest of them all; he for whom
all these exciting events were only half-real, the dreams of an
absent-minded Wayfarer, "drunk upon the milk" of an unseen
Paradise?
The young Anarchist found it difficult to break up this inde-
finable spell into which Morgan Nelly's casual words had flung
him.
He knew so well the trim, prim, fussily orderly look of the
communal offices above his head where the depersonalised mind
of his colleague Dave dominated the very typing machines and
,the very postage stamps; making everything seem like those scis-
sored patterns in paper, from which patient seamstresses cut
.their garments! Why was it that the real reality of life always
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